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For the Visitor. 


THE POIKILORAMA. 


eeeetee 
see ete 


seeetee 
eetenre 


Avertens rofea cervice refulft, 
Ambroficeque coma divinum veriice adorem 
Spiravere: pedes veffis defluxit ad imas, 
Et vera imeciiu patuit dea 
Virg. Afneid, Lib. I. 
‘Glow'd her warm breaft, fuffusd svith roly 
wise odours from her heauteous head. 


Low flow’d her’robe, difpofed with carele{s art, 
Grace in her movements, grace in ev'ry part. 








In all ages, and in all mations, perfonal 
beauty has been adored, by the wife and the ig- 
norant, by the civilized and rude. The beau- 
ty of Virtue is ideal ; but the beauty of person 
is palpable. The one, examined intellectually, 
is viewed with admiration; the other, ocularly 
feen, is embraced with ecstacy. As long as 
the eye is more ufed than the judgement, the 
beauty of perfon will be eftimated higher than 
Socrates, of moralitts 
the moft moral, was fed»ced by the charms of 
Demosthenes, of orators the moft dig- 
Rified, was enflaved by beauty even enfhrining 
impurity, The philofopher forgot his feverity 
atthe feet of an Aifpatia; and the orator his 
dignity in the blaze of the beauty of a Lais. 


the beauty of virtues. 


Colour, Form, Expreflion, and Grace, have 
been enumerated as the conitituents of human 
beauty, by thofé who have investigated that 
fubje&. An equal diffufion of red, blended 
with white, over the whole frame, is thought 
to be the mof beautiful general colour, 

BE purpurco fuffufus fanguine candor. 
Statius. 
A fnowy white with glowing red juffufd. 








Richmond; Saturday, June 9, 1810. 
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But beauty of colour in the face, confilts of | Thus, Hefiod, in his deicription of the Gra- 


There, the ficth co- 
jour, intermixed with red, the appearance of 
the blue veins on the temples and cheeks, the 
thades of full eye-brows, and the hair falling 
with graceful negligence over the face, €xcite 


variety and oppofition. 


feclings in a ipectater, fimilar to thoie created | 


hy viewing, in a fine evening, the commiature 
of rubrick and white clouds, with the Clear 
azure of the Sky apparent benecth. 


The proportion of the parts of the body in 
relation to themfelves, and the union and har- 
mony in the connexion of the whole, conftitute 
the beauty of form. » Delicacy and foitneis are 
the charactcriftics of beauty inthe female torm ; 
itrength and agility in the maie. 


Expreffion is the manifetation of the emoti- 
ons of the mind by the looks and geftures. 
Any paft of the body is capable of exprefling 
the paffions ; but the face has the faculty of 
exprefling them moft exquifitely. ——= 


In the face, the feat of expreffion is the eyes. 
Inthem the foul fpeaks. In them love lan, 
guifhes, joy beams, and rapture burns. 


The beauty of expreffion depends upon the 
complexion of the pattign which is exprefled. 


All the anederate paffions ate beaut fol in 
expreifion ; all the violent disguting. “Every. 
amiable emotion adds a charm; every malig- 
nant feeling a detormity.  How)feduloufly 
>; thould the fair iex cultivate ‘the beit af- 








cStions and repreis the worst, when ‘they know, | 


oe to be completely beautafil, they muft be 
good, 


But the foul of beauty is Grace. Without 
it every charm is infipid, andvevery beauty in- 
animate, ‘Yet, though all admire, nene can 
and, perhaps, there weuld be no 
grace, could we aicertain what grace iss 


cefre it; 


Grace is as Pariable as the thadowof an A pril 
cloud. Therefoie it is dithcult to be deleribed. 
While we co not eximine it, it enchants ts; 
When We attempt to analyze it, it evaporates, 


> 











ces, fays: 
Sott from their eyes, the looks of magic play ; 
Steal to the breaft, and {natch the heart away. 
The'feat of grace is the mouth. Around a 
beautiful mouth, grace flits with ever-varyir x 
charms ; then melts away, in delicious languor, 
on the lips, like the dewdrop on the boiom of 
the roie. 


Grace belongs to motion and attitude; but 
‘we cannot alcertain why any particular motion 
or attitude isgraceful. And it departs, the 
moment we are con{cious that fuch attitude, or 
iuch motion, poffefled grace. One woman uses 
every exertionto be graceful; yet till her every 
motion is ungraceful. Another is pleafing in 
all the does, without being confcious of it, 


Iam quidquid agit, quequo vefligia mevit, 
Componit furtem, Jubfequiturque Decor. 
Pvoema Sulpiciz. 
A fecret Grace her every a& improves, 
And pleafing follows, wherefoe’er the moves. 
Grainger. 


To be 
merated j 





_per fe& in eagh gf Fi four enu- 


would 
{mile : ene 
wéuld ceafe, and every cloud of woe a. 


R. 


To the Editors of the Visitor. 


GENTLEMEN, 


{ have many times thought, that it would be 
very ietetul to the world, could every fucceed- 
enefation feel the fentiments, underftand 

ms and poffefs the tafte of its predecefior, 
“ume time, that it rapidly progreffed in 


improvements 





Did legiilaters know the intention of tho% 
who framed the laws prior to their own; cou. . 
judges and all men diicover, by an exartiinati »: 





of theixs cown brealis, when a Jaw ould be res 
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trained, or when enlarged and exténded in ifs 
operation, one would imagine, that many of 
the vexations and mileries of human life would 


difappear. 


The benefits resulting from a circumftance 
like this afe equally difcernible, when we ap- 
ply it, to fubjeéts, other than thofe of Laws. 


In works of art, of {cience, of tafte and phi- 
lofophy the world would never miftake the the 
ories, never divert the intention or weaken the 
{pirit of a-writers 


And here let me call to your remembrance 
that, one half of the ftrife, the contention and 
the animofity of mankind infubjecs of literature 
{cience and philofophy have arifen from a _mif- 
apprehenfion of terms, or a miftake of the. in- 
tention and {pirit of an author. 


Moft of the productiogs, which have been 
bequeathed to the world by the Great dead, 
feem to have employed their writers, rather in 
explanations of old terms.and fyitems,.in emen- 
dations and annotations, than in originating, 
perfe&ting and recommending any important 
opinion, axiom or intention, Hence the diver- 
fity of fentiment, which among the learned, 
for each philofopher, gave iis own conftruétion 
and feemed indeed, to endeavor at a difcordan- 
cy with the others whether there was one, real- 
ly or noteHence the diviriiy of fentiment, 
which prevails, even at this day, with refpeé 
to many principles and theories of antiquity, 
of the middle ages and of the sixteenth and {e- 
venteeth centuriess Hence the multi of 
guibbles and “mor kK fylogisms, for d on 
will always 









elic t fome falfe {parks.—-Heiice 
the perfection in the art of quibbling, to which 
medern ingenuity has attained, Our men of 
genius, have ftudied this art, till they have 
wriggled, and twiited, and ferewed, and puz- 
zled it into fafhion and perfeétion, 


There is no fogician fo attenuated in idea, 
or of fo firm and fine a texture, but the micro 
tcopic eye of a competitor, or of ome Ymodern 
fpeculift will penetrate, amalyze its compoliti 
on, and difcover the qualities of its ingredients. 


Tothe inquifitive fpirit, which predominates, 
at prefent, and to the excellence of our Wri 
ters, in the art of {crutinizing, quibbling anc 
picking to pieces, the produétions of an author, 
may, no doubt, attribute the caution ~of a 


-—— 








Great Genius, when he withes to palin on the 


world, fome favorite do&rine; 


Ei. fears the {pixit of inve&ig ition, which his 
btained, fo generally, wiil ditappoint his 
He dreads the 
publication and trembles at the anticipation oi 


hopes. utterance of his new 


the Ciitic’s frown and the Poet's {neer. 

Controli"d by fuch apprehenfions, he pierces 
and examiness with a nicer and {till nicer eye, 
the tenets and the theories which, he has per 
haps, already too much refined. 


He avails himfelf of the faculties, which 
this! fame f{pirit of quibble and examination 
has fharpened and rendered keeny and in uther- 
ing into the world his darling fystem, he ac- 
cepts its aid, As {oon as he has fairly quib- 
bled himfelf into confufion, difcrepancy and in- 
confiftency he tranimits it to the publisher. 


Like a fog, which the Sun diffipates and 
exhales, his ideas become invifible, and van- 
ith by refinement. 


Of this kind is in my opinion, fome of the 
theories and doctrines of the defervedly celebra- 
ted Darwin, and Ihear, and as far as I have 
read can teltify, « f the famous German Kant. 


Be ead +: LF: a 
But this fpirit, which I fhall hereafter deno- 
minate fophiims eventuates in fume degree for 


the benefit of the world, and no doubt, is evin- | 


cive of the progrefs of intellect toward its ze- 
nith* 


The prevalence of this fpirit of fophism, I 
coniider ought to. be ranked among the demon- 
itrations of the refinement of reafon & of minds, 
to which thé peorld has attained. And I think, 
it will in fome future period, be acknowledged 
to the hdfior of the prefént age, and thine as its 






moft briiliant and mo& prominent feature. 

It will forma éonfpicuous era, from which 
philofophers willdate the improvement of the 
fciencesy as ieee, called, as well 
as the fcience of underftanding. 





And now Mefirs. Editors, I thall beg pardon 
for writing fo long long a floxy; when 1 only in- 





* For we may remember that in -daya-of yore 
— abfurd doftrines were impoitd on man. 
ind, ted fe 
turies, merely. 
All could invent and teach, but no 
could comprehend, and detest, and explain the 







vabturditi¢s. 





Se Tay 
tcuded to offer a few remarks, preliminary and 
mtroductory to fome others, which I will haye 
the pleafure to prepare for your next paper. 
Phe next eflay will have for its fubje&, a eviz. 
cifm of a critici/m, 


The writer or writers of the Poikilorama_ jp 
No, IV. have provoked the diipleaiure of a pu. 
pil of Hugh Blair, and they muft expect no 
mercye—-They have grieved me by their wan, 
ton and unmerited attack on that excellent au- 
thor and [ muft have vengeance, 


I have delayed'till this time, in hopes, that” 


fome other perfon, would wield che lance of in. 


tellest, and pwoteét his literary. character, bute 


alas! he has no friends, or he has careleis and 
indifferent friends, and he might well ask, 
«« Ah who will mourn for Logan! One! no, 
not one!” - 


HARRY HOTSPUR, 
—_ 
PIERRE. 


A- GERMAN TALE. 


named Pierre, He poilciicd the cichelt tarm of 
the country. Three daughitess, and three ions 
which he had by his wite Therela, were mar- 
ried and inhabited his houle, with their reipec- 
tive families. 
eighty, and Thereia feventy eight, were beio- 
ved and reipected by their numerous children, 
whofe most ardent wilh was to prolong their 
days. As they had paiied a lie ot fovricty, 
and induftry, they were not afflicted with in- 
firmities in their old age ; coniented with 
themielves, happy, and proud of their tamily, 
they returned thanks to God, and bietied their 
childrens 


One night, after the toils-of the harvelt was 
Over, the good Pierre, Thereia, and their ta- 
milys repoied themfelves, feated on the turt 
before the door of their habitation, admuring 
the iublimity ot a fine fummers might, which 
the imhabitants, of cities are ttrangers to. 
** Sve,’ jaid the old man, ** how thie iky is il- 
lu:mined with brilliant ftars. The moon hid 
behind thoie poplars, theds a pale and tremb 
ling Jight.. The wind has ceated to biow, 
and thes tranquil trees, ieem tore fpeét the 
dumber of the birds. The iinnet retts its head 
within. its wing. The turtle dove repoies with 
lus/mate, in the midftof their young ones, who 
have yet no other covering than their mothcy’s 
wing. The proiound tiience is only difturicd 
by a plaintive and diftant cry, that ftrikes the 
ear at interVals. It is the owl, image of the 
wicked! he watches while others are wra) ped 
in fleep, he inceflantly complains, and icais 
the light of day. O my chiidren! be always 
virtuous, and happineis wili attend your iteps. 
Por fixty ye gs your mother and L have enjoyed 


+ oa ie 
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\ ® ee 
In .a village ot Franconia, dwelt a peafant 


Picric, at the advanced age of , 




















a 
ery 


' ‘this man iuited his daughter, and the marvia 


Peace anda pelicity, but may none of you pur- 
Chote it at a dear price.”’ 


At thefe words, fome tears fell on the o!¢ 
fnan’s cheeks. Louifa, one ot his gran. 
daughters, who was a pout twelve years Olu, 
ran and kifled him, ‘* Grandfather,’ tas 
fhe, ** you give us fo much pleaiwe when you 
teil] us iome pretty ilory ! judge how we thoul, 
enjoy the reiation oi your ow! it 18 mot iate, 
the night 1s. fine, and nobody ‘ withes to fleep. 
All Pictre’s family joined theic entre ities, and 
formed a circle round him. Leuifs icated her 
felt at his feety and commanded tuience. Each 
mother took on her lap the child, whoie cries 

‘cht have cauied an interruption, ali remam 
liffening ; and the good old man, carefling 
with-on¢ hand Louia, and with the other p.cs 
fing that of his wife, thus began his hiftory ; | 


Many years have paffed away fince J was 
eighteen, and Toherela fixteen. She was the 
onty daughter of Aimar, ong of the wealthicst 
farmers of this,country. Iwas one of tne 
pooreit peaiants of the village, which I only 
became conic:ous of when I fell in love with 
Therefa. I exerted ali: my-efforts to extinguith 
a paffion that could but make me ubhappy, as 
I was very confident-that my poverty would be 
an invincible obitacle to my union with~ There. 
fas that J ought to renounce her, or feck 
ieans of enriching mylelf, for that, I 

mut have left the village where Ihere{a lived ;. 
this effort was too much, and I preterred offer 
ing myielt as a fervant to her father. 


He received me ; you may judge with what 
alacrity I laboured. I foon became the friend 
of Aimar, and I {till fooner gained the friend 
fhip of his daughter. You, my children, who 
have all married from atfef&tieon’ know how 
thofe who love, delight in feeking each other, 
and what we feel when once the heart is given 
Therefa loved as much as the was beloved; I 
thought of nothing but Thereia; [dived near 
her, I iaw her every cay, and I thought this 
happineis would laft torever. 


But I foon was undeceived ;~.a rich farmer 
came from a neighbouring viliage to afk he. 
rela in marriage. Aimar vifited the corn-fields 
ot him who withed to be his fon-in-law, and at- 
ter having explored his poffeflions, decided that 
re 
was fixed. ’ 


Our tears.were of no avail; the inflexible 
Aimar told Theresa that her giloominess dis- 
a him, and she was cumpeiled to conceal 
tears The fatal day approached, we had 
lot ali hope ; Theresa was about to become 
the wife ot a man slie deteited. She was cer 
tain it would cause her death; I was determin- 
ed Hot to suivive her; tlight was the only al 
ternat:ve ; we leit Aimar’s house, but heaven 
SVereiy punished us. , 


Taeresa and I left the village in the middle 
of th. night 5 she mounted on a little horse, th + 
ad cn given her by her Uncie, and wiric; 
I decwied she might take with her, as it did not 
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THE VisSiTr OR. 


belong to her father. A buadle of clothes, 
fome provisions, and a smal! sum of money, the 
savingsof Tacresa, composed the whole oi our 
fortune. Having ebued Aumar of his chiid, 
I scrupled to take any thing iroin his house ; 
—thus youth makes virtues of her own. 


We travelled ail night. Tu the morning we 


.tound ourselves on the frontiers of Bohemnm ; 


being out of the reach of. pursuit, we ftopped 
in a valley, by the fide of one of those littie £1 

vulets which lovers are so fond of. I neresa 
descended from. her horse, and we scated our- 
scives on the grass. We made a trugal, bat 
delicious repatt ; after which we occupied our. 
scives in confidering what we should do, 


After along conversation, and having count- 
ed our money more than twenty times.over, and 
estimated our horse at its highest value, we dis 
covered that all gar riches were not worth 
more than twenty ducats. Twenty ducats 
could not long gupport us. We at lait decided 
to go to some large town, where, if pursued, we 
shouid pe less easily: discovered, and to get 
married as soon as poilible,. Atter thefe wise 
resolutions, we took the road to Egia. 


On our arrival, we entered the*firft church 
and were married. We gave the prieft the 
lnlf of our treasure, and never was meney spent 
with a better heart; it seemed as though all 
our troubles were at an end, and we had nothing 
hore to tear; all went on very well for about 
eight days ae 
(To be concluded in our next.) 

= 


ANECDOTES, ' 


Thelate. Lord Avenmore, although a man 
of diftinguithed talents, was too apt to antici. 
pate the tendency of an argument. A celebra- 
ted Lawyer, whole clicnt had (uffered in conse- 
quence of this habit, took the foliowing method 
of reproving, it shaving engaged to dine: in 


company with the. Nob.e Lord, he.delayed ge- 


ing to long, that the company were at dinner 
when he entered the room: he apologized: for 
his absence, apparently with much agitation, 
ftating that, fiom a melancholy event he had 
juft witnessed, he found himself unable to mas- 
ter bis feelings :~———** P was pafling through 
the market,’ iaid he,$* a calf was bound to a 
polit; the butcher had drawn his kniie, and 
was juft advancing, when a beautifel child ran 
across him ; and O! my GoédVhe killed” — 
«¢ the child !°" exclaimed hig Lordihip. ** No, 
my Lord, the ealf; but your Lordihip is in 
the habit of anticipating.” 


— 


A fellow being recently condemned to be 
publicly whipped, addressed the Judge thus: 

“* My Lord, Ili submit to the punithment if 
you inuft upon it, but I domt like it; Tmight 
be a good “ne now, if I had been fond of 
that amusement when at {chool, ~ 


A bocksciler of NewsYork, informs the gen 
lemon of the law, that ali the scarce beoks, out 
j print, way be hac by applying at his fore. 

Lit, Mirror 
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Two genticmen, remarkable for a nice appe- 
tite, were disputing lately at a coffce-howe up- 
onthe b.it mode of cooking a beei-ticak, and 
were enumerating the different processes tor 
bringing it totable inthe higheft veriection.— 
Mr. Wew.tzer,of Drury-lane theatre, who was 
prefent, o»seived, tnat **ot ali the metiods of 
cook ng a bect-fteak, he thought Shakspeare’s 
recipe to be the shorteft and be:t.*” Upon being 
iked for an expianation—** Why, Gentle- 
men,”’ iaid Wewitzer. 

** It when “twere done, *twere well done, 
“* Then ‘twere well it were done quickly.” 


= nf 
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Richmand ; Fune g, 1810. 


Ine communication bgned W. thali appear 
in Our next, 
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Laneaster, (Penn.) Fune 2. 
AWFUL AND EXTRAORDINARY. 


In the thunder ftorm of Wednesday morning 


lait, as four. teams were pailing along the road ~ 


at the eaft end of Mr. Amos Siapmaker’s piace, 
(ieadingto and near the turnpike,) they were 
ali at the fame initant ftruck with lightning. 
One of the teams had five horfes, belonging to 


Cariftian.W.tmer (Chickeys ;). the whole. five’ 


were killed... The three.other teams had each 
tour hories, They belonged to the following 


named persons, viz. Jacob Brant, Jacob Hal-. 


Jveman and Jacob Baker, and.each of thefe 
teams had three hories killed. 
were all on their faddle horfes. Three ot the 
iaddle hories were kil ind the fourth cica- 
ped ; but what is moft extraordinary and , pro- 
vidential, is the circumftance, that not ont of 


the drivers appear to be injured by the hght... 


ning. Ones fomewhat hurt by the fall ot his 


horie., oy. : 
Mawel as this relation may appear, we 


can vouch for its authenticity in every particu- 
lar. We have it trom undoubted authority. 


The teams all appear to have been-itruck at - 


the fame moment. They were following cach 
Other im close order. 








— mew 
—_—_——— SS -  . * 


Marrep—On Saturday lait, the ad. int. by 
the Rev. J. D. Blair, Mr. Joun H. Srrozias 
to Miis ANN Marta Lampert, eldeit daugh. 
ter of Col. D. Lambert, ail of this city. 


y MUSIC. 
A BAKER, 


HAVING finished his engagements’ in the 
County which occaiioned his abience from Town 
tor a tew weeks past, bas now fixed-his perma- 
nent residence at the VinGinta INN, ior the 
purpoie of teaching MUSIC, onthe PLANO 
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FORTE: his terms wili be moderate, ands 


hopes >y his assiduity and ‘attention id the line 
of his prvieflion to meet a thare of patrongge. 
Richmoud, June 7b, 1810. 
3° OQuwe 


The drivers, ~ 


or 


~— 
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For the Visitor. 


There are few readers of lyrick poetry who 
need ve reminded ot William and Margaret : 
we quote the firft (tanzas or two of that tender 
elegiac piece to fhow more ftrikingly the cloie- 
neis and humour of the parody that follows ; 


6¢*T was at the filent folemn hour, 
When night and morning meet ; 
In glided Marg’ret’s grimly ghoft, 
nd ftood at William's feet. 


Her face was like the April morn, 
Clad in a wintry cloud ; 
And clay-cold was her lilly hand, 
That held ber fable dhroud,”’ &c. ay 


” 


The ScuLLION’SPRITE, or the GARRET- 
GOBLIN. 


*T was at the hour when fober cits 
Their eyes in flumber clofe ; 

In bounc’d Bet Scullion’s greafy ghoft, _ 
And pinch’d Tom Oftier’s toes! 


Her fleth was like a roafting pig's, 
So deadly to the view ; 

And cole-black was her finutty hand 
That held her apron blue. 


So thall the reddeft chops appear, 
When life’s laft coal expires ; 

Such is the garb that cooks muit wear, 
When death has quench'd their fir 


Her face was like a raw beef-fteak, 
Juft ready to be fried ; 

Carrots had budded on her cheek, 
And beet-root’s crimion pride. 


But love had, like the fly-blow's power, 
Defpoil’d her buxom hue ; 

The fading carrot left her cheek, 
She died at. twenty-two! 


«¢ Awake 1°" the cried, *“Bet Scullion bawls ! 
Come from her garret high ; 

Now hear the maid for whom you [con’d 
A wedding ring to buy. 


. This is the hour when feullion ghofts 
Their dith-ciouts vlack relume, 
And goblin cooks aicend the loft 
To haunt the iaithlers groom ! 


Bethink thee of thy tefter broke 
Thy disregarded oath, 


- 


| For the night weed and thorn overfhadow'd the 


And give me back my matter pies, 
And give me back my broth. 


How could you (wear my fops were nice, 
And yet thole fops foriake ? 

How could you fteal my earchen diih, 
And dare that dith to break? 


How could you promife lace to me, 
And give it all to Nan ? 

How could you {wear my goods were fafe, 
Yet lofe my dripping pan ? 


How could you fay my pouting lip, 
With rum and Holland's vies ? 

And why did I, poor filly fool, 
Believe your datt'ring lies? 


Thefe fops, alas ! no more are nice’! 
Thofe lips no longer pout | 

And dark and cold the kitchen grate ! 
And every {park is out 


The hungry worm my mafter is, 
His cook I now remain ; 

Cold lafts our night, till that laft morn, 
Shall raife my cruk again ! 


The kitchen ¢lock has warri*d me hence, 
I've other fith to try ; 

Low is her grave, thou fneaking cur, 
‘Bchold Bet Bouncer lie |" 


The morning fmil'd, the ftable boys 
Their greafy night-caps dotf'd ; 
Tom Oitler ierateh'd his aching head, 

And {wearing leit the loft. 





He hied him to the kitchen- grate, 
But, ah! no Bet was there |! 

He tiretch’d him on the hearth, where erft 
Poor Betty plied her care ! 


And thrice he fobs Bet Bouncer’s name, 
And blew his noje quite fore ; 

Then laid his cheek on the cold hob, 
And horie rubb’d never more ! 


ae 


SELECTED. 


ON MEMORY— _ | 


/ 


As wand"ring, I foundon my ruinous walk, 
By the dial-ftone agedand green, 

One roie of the wilderncis left on ifs ftalk, 
To mark where a gurden had been; 

Like a biotherleis hermit, the iaft of its race, 
Ali wild in the iilence of nature, it drew 

From eachwand ritig tunbeam a lonely embrace ; | 


4 


oe 


e- ae 
Where the flow’r of my father’s r 
Ltd ¢4 i“ , Ks 
Sweet bud of the wildernets ! Empjeni of all 
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The fabric of blifs to its centre 
Bat Patience Mal! never depart ae 
Cho’ the wilds of enchantment, all vernal and 
bright 
In the days of delufion by fancy combin'y 
With \ “sens phantoms of love and de. 
ight, 
itladon'my foul like a dream of 


the nigh, 
And leave but a defart behind. 


The following lines, by Mifs Owenfon, were 
feribbled on a table amidst the fombre by 
interesting ruins of Sligo Abbey. 


THE TOMB. 
** To this complexion have we come at last." 


And muft I, ghaftly cuettof this dark dwel. 
ling, 
Pale fenfelefs tenant ! mutt I come to this ? 
And muft this heart congeal, now warmly 
{weiling, . 
To woe’s loft languor, rapturé’s melting blifs , 


And must this pulfe that beats to joy’s gay 
meature, a 
CFnotim with blooming health!) this pulfe 
ie fill ? 4 
’ And every fenfe alive to guileiefs pleafure 
Refit, oh traniport! thy warm vital thrill!f 


And mutt each fenfient feeling too decay, 
(Each fealing anguifh’d by another's torrow) 
This form, that bluthes youth and health to- 
day 
Lie cold and fenfelefs thus, like thee, to-mor- 
row ? ” 


Terrific death ! to fhun thy dreaded power, 

Who would not brave exiftence’ dirett ftrife? 

But that beyond thy dark fhade’s gloomy 
bow'r 

FaitH points her velta to eternal life. 





TO MY NIGHT CAP. 


How oft with {fatisfaction’s {mile, 
When tir’d with wancermg a mile, 

I’ve weicom'd thee with pleafure : 
And when fatigue with life's rough ftorm, 
Thy friendly folace oft would warm, 


‘ s y P t r 
= enti i a) And prove a poet's treafure. 


Thy form fhall clafp my aching head, 

When anguith hovers round my bed, 
Ani bids my sorrows tlumber ; 

But virtue mult prefide within, 

For tleep avoids the ioul, where fin 
The conicience doth encumber. 


It maiters not what thou’rt made, 
Ot humble yarn or rich brocade, 

Li peace the mind poficies , 
For vice on down fhaii noi be bieft, 
But virtue fink to decpelt set, 





That survives in the desolate heart | 


Though ttraw alone it prefles. 








